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of an Indian Native State, for like all the states
ruled over by the rajas, Patiala has kept its personality
immune from the levelling influence of the British
raj, and, profoundly loyal to its ancient traditions,
conserved untarnished by the years the colours and
the lustre of a glorious past.
And as the sleek Mercedes, crested with the
Patiala arms, that had been sent to meet us, bore us
down the narrow streets of beaten earth, scattering
the surging crowd with loud blasts of the horn and
the deep roar of its racing engine, I felt a thrill of
exquisite delight. Those holy men in saffron robes,
the many-hued shawls and head-dresses, the glow
and glitter of the Indian streets, the pageantry of
colour I had learned to love—I had not seen their
like since Udaipur and Jaipur. Even the sunlight
seemed different; it had renewed its sparkling
effervescence. Here, too, I revived acquaintance
with generous, overpowering heat; with my old
friend, ex-enemy, the dust. Outposts, cantonments
were of another world ; here at last I was back again
in India.
Our turbaned chauffeur took the road that leads
across a flat expanse of fields and stunted shrubs
from Rajpura to Patiala as if it were a racing-track,
covering the six miles in under ten minutes. Deftly
he swung the powerful car between erratic bullock-
carts manned by sleeping drivers, and suddenly
slowed down at the edge of a tall forest ribboned
by the avenues of a great park. We were entering
the capital by its " West End," a wooded tract
where, amongst sheets of water mirroring the high
foliage and charming gardens, nestle the little
palaces of the ministers of state, officers' bungalows
and the chief public buildings.
All Patiala was on holiday.   Triumphal arches

